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To turn to her in stress and storm (he wrote, in his classic
Memoir of his wife) was like going into a sheltered haven
where waters were at rest, and smiling up into the face of
Heaven. Weary and worn, buffeted and discouraged, think-
ing of giving up the thankless strife and returning to my
own house and children and household shrines, I would flee
with her to my Buckinghamshire home, and my lady would
heal and soothe me with her cheery faith and steady
conviction and send me forth to smite and be smitten.

Just before her death, she had suggested to him that
he might write an account of their life and work together.
The result was a little memoir issued for private circula-
tion in 1911.

"It is so selfish of me to go," she said; "you will be alone.
But if, when I go, I may plead to be allowed to be with you,
I shall do that, and if in the silences of the night or of the
hills you get consolation, say to yourself that it is I being
with you." And then she said: "I will tell you what you
might do. Write something about me before the veil of
Time is drawn round me and you do not see me so well as
you do now. The writing will help you, and perhaps you
will turn to it sometimes and find me dwelling in it." I said
I would. And so I am writing.

He finished it within three months of her death.

I am finishing this little tribute to her (it concludes) in that
place (Lossiemouth) as I began it in the home where we first
went together. I have just returned from a walk she loved
to take at nightfall. The vast expanse of black sky was
glittering with stars as when she and I walked together,
and she talked of hope like a gem sparkling upon a back-
ground of despair; the sea was moaning as it did when she
said, "Do not let us speak: let us walk silently, because
then we speak most truly"; the weird call of the curlew,
flying away into the night, came out of the darkness as it
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